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A Crying Heart 
Nicole Rathbun 


Why do I cry? 

Why do I shed these tears? 

Why do I live like I do? 

Why can’t I just go back in time? 

Why can’t I mend this crying heart of mine? 


They always say to give it time. ; 
But why give it time when a crying heart never dies? “A Sweet Touch” 


A crying heart never dies. By Rachelle Reichert 

A crying heart just hides. 

A crying heart just stays inside So I say to you, my dear crying heart, 

where no other souls can see. you may not forget, but you should 

A crying heart just stays with you _ still live. For another will take its 

no matter what you do. place and ease the pain inflicted on your sad crying heart. 


So live to see the days pass by, and one 
by one the pain inflicted will slowly fade 
but no matter it will still remain. 

And even in death a crying heart 

and its pain inflicted still remains. 


So just remember, my dear sad crying heart, 
the pain will ease, but it will still always remain. 


So cry for the death of the loved one 


lost, but allow another to take its place 
and help ease your crying heart’s pain. 


“Bird of Paradise” By Jessica Cherry 


““Ah...The French” 
By Carmen Duval 


‘““Somewhere... A Head is Cold” 
By Kenny Kline 


Insert title here 
Keara Buirley 


Not a day goes by 

That I don’t think of you 

Of everything you have said or done 
With tears of blood 

I cry for you 


For one more moment to be with you 
I would give my life 

So you feel no pain 

I would give you everything 


Your tears are my pain 
Your joy brings me happiness 
Your sorrow kills my soul 


Since When 
Amanda Ostoich 


Since when did you grow so bold 
Since when did you grow so old 
Since when did you get so wise 
Since when was it my demise 


Since when did I grow so weak 

Since when did I grow so meek 

Since when was this too much to bear 
Since when did I not care 


Since when did we drift apart 
Since when did we end a start 
Since when were my lines crossed 
Since when was a friendship lost 


Since when were you 
Since when was I 
Since I knew 

Since I could cry 
Since I could talk 
Since I could breathe 
Since I could walk 
Since I could be 


I’m in fear of... 
Sean McKinley 


I live my life 

Mostly in fear of death 
They fear of dying 

Alone and unaccomplished 
Or unexpectingly from the hand 
Of an unknown person 

Not from the hand of God 
Because I fear him not 

And his hands are always 
There to hold me up 

But from the hand of man 
That I don’t even know 

Yet I know that I 

Most assuredly hate this man 
I fear that someday 

Without any Warning 

This man may take my life 
Before I can live it 

Before my existence 

Turns to importance 

And my important existence 
Turns into life 


Confusion 
Rebecca Johnson 


Black is white. 

Brown 1s gray. 

You make me promises, 
That are never here to stay. 


Closed is open, 

Opportunity is “not for you”. 
You tell me what life 1s, 

Yet help me, you fail to do. 


I stand here bewildered, 

Unable to comprehend, 

The mass confusions beyond, 
The broken sanity I cannot mend. 


What is normal is not real. 
What is different gets turned 
away. 

To conform is to create chaos, 
So here I cannot stay. 


“4852503” By Kenny Kline 


Dreams 
Rebecca Johnson 


The day climbs and rises, 

The clouds slowly roll out. 

A new dawn brings joy and smiles, 
And with you, I wish to lie about. 


The sun falls over the valley, 

The birds fly down to the sea. 
The times are quiet and beautiful, 
For with these I dream of thee. 


The moon shines bright and high, 
The starts twinkle and dance. 

The night brings peace and elegance, 
A sweet time to share romance. 


My dreams include peace, 

Joy, quiet, calm, and love so true. 

They are things I dearly wish to happen, 
But never to come and go without you. 


Give Me Your Hand 
Amanda Ostoich 


You held my hand on many days 

And were there for me in many ways 

You would always listen to me 

And never pass judgement and always see 
I watched your hand so big and strong 
Grow weak and wilt before too long 

Your face didn’t shine and glow with pride 
Eyes filled with fear and regret inside 


As sure as the suffering starts 
To the pain there must be an end 
Even though our hands will part 
We will surely meet again 


a 


“Emma” By Brittany Wahl 


You never gave up and tried to fight 

But slowly your life, so filled with light 
Begin to slip out from your gentle hand 
Blowing away like a palm full of sand 

After you leave, I hold your cold hand 

And weep to myself, and begin to understand 
The meaning of unconditional love 

Can be felt in the heart even from above 


As sure as the suffering starts 
To the pain there must be an end 
Even though our hands will part 
We will surely meet again 


Feelings 
Keara Buirley 


Beating me down inside 
Pushing me into a corner 
Telling me to speak out loud 
Scaring me from the inside out 
LOVE 
HATE 
FEAR 
SORROW 

Waiting inside until... 

I explode. 


“Ready to go Clubbin’”’ 
By Kenny Kline 


The Wave 
Melissa Peden 


On the shores of Florida, 

I swan across the ocean floor. 
To my delight the wave were high. 
With the force of the tide, 

I got pushed toward the shore. 
And in one swift movement, 

I tried to out swim the waves, 
And go deep into the sea. 

But to my surprise, 

I was pushed back into the salty water. 
I felt something next to me as I was under. 
When I came up, 

It was to my liking that I saw a boy. 
A teenager about my age, 

With bright blue eyes, 

And glowing blond hair. 

He asked if I was ok. 

I only laughed, 

And tried to go back to the waves, 
But they only pushed me back. 
Back to this boy, 

Who my heart was pounding for; 
Back to my wave of love and romance. 


Mai 
Tram Nguyen 


The air was calm with the sweet scent of jackfruit ripening on the trees, and Mai 
observed the morning sky from the tiny window beside her straw bed. A solid backdrop 
of deep plum sprinkled with crystals of sugar was different from the many, flamboyant 
skies she had witnessed before. This was a modest sky, timidly showing her smooth 
face while she waited patiently for her more outgoing sister to arrive. Mai sighed 
contently, wishing that she could capture this sky and keep in her memories forever. 
However, now was not the time to dream and ponder. She and her family had to prepare 
for their journey to the ocean shore where a boat would sail them away from Vietnam to 
safety. The trek would only last a couple of hours, but it was filled with unknown 
perils. 


Mai quickly gathered some clothes onto a piece of coarse cloth and rolled them 
up into a neat bundle. Her twin sisters attempted to produce their own bundles, but the 
results were two lumps with clothes hanging out the sides. Mai chuckled softly and 
helped the two girls stuff their clothes back in their bundles. Her parents finishing 
packing, and Ba shut the hut door for the last time. They were leaving the quaint village 
in the middle of the lush palm trees. The family had bid farewell to all their neighbors 
last night, but Mai had not braced herself for the emptiness she felt that moment. She 
was tempted to cry, but she feared the twins might start their incessant wailing if they 
saw her shed a tear. Biting her lips, she followed Ba and Me into the familiar palm 
forest that had tucked the family’s dwelling in its security all these fifteen summers and 
winters. Her parents were especially worried about this leg of the trip because they had 
heard of guerilla battles in the forest and the surprise tactics the Vietcong used. 


Journeying through the tranquil forest, Mai could not help noticing the palette of 
infinite green hues. She felt strangely calm and comfortable, despite her parents’ fears 
of the forest’s danger. As they passed the rose-kissed lotus petals fragilely floating in a 
jade pond, she could taste the nutty flavor of the steamed lotus pods Me prepared during 
harvest time. Beneath was the lime green moss, which now muffled the hikers’ gait, 
and the banana trees’ glossy, emerald leaves waved to a friendly sky up above in the 
canopy. Mai recalled how Ba had slipped while trying to attain one of the mushy 
delights for Thuy and had plunged head first into the lotus pond below. She secretly 
laughed at the memory and reminisced about afternoons passed playing hide-and-seek in 
the olive tinted underbrush. She now regretted having been too busy to admire nature’s 
delicate brushstrokes and for taking the forest’s gifts for granted. 


About an hour later, the family stepped out of the forest’s cool shade and into the 
sun’s warm rays. Ba and Me breathed a sigh of relief, for now it was only a matter of 
crossing the rice paddy in order to reach the boat. Mai rolled her eyes at her parents’ 
excess anxiety, and the twins began to chatter while shoving their hands into the knee- 
high, green stalks. . 


They had gotten halfway through the field when a gunshot pierced through the 
sky. As a second passed, twenty others echoed its call until they became a river of 
chaos. Mai’s initial shock was overcame with a rush of panic as she realized what was 
about to occur. Ba screamed for the family to get out of the gunfire, but his words were 
lost in the din of dying men crying for their mothers in anguish and begging God to 
deliver them from their present hell. The once friendly sky rained down showers of 
bullets, and flames from land mines licked up men and earth alike. The air was 
blackened by smoke, and the rice paddies bled with the blood of groaning men. Mai 
whirled around frantically seeking through the maze for any sign of Ba, Me, or the 
twins, but there was nothing other than the dizziness of search. Nauseated by the 
malicious face of war, Mai sprinted as fast as she could through the scarlet fronds of 
rice, stumbling into grimy soldiers and trampling over decaying bodies. She flew 
quicker and quicker towards the ocean shore, oblivious to the hot tears that stung her 
cheeks or the darkness that was closing in on her consciousness. She felt a wave of 
nausea and then nothng. 


Mai slowly opened her puffy eyes to a slit and attempted to sit up. Her entire 
body was sore and cuts marred her limbs. The sky was again veiled with darkness, and 
Mai curled her body into a ball to fend off the night’s chill. She looked around for her 
family and remained awake to sight them. Mai waited by her jagged rock, creating 
reasons for their absence, as mornings and dusks slipped by. She waited for entire three 
nights until no more excuses could be created and the cruel reality of her situation 
settled in. Now the sobs rocked her body, and she bitterly wept for the loss of her 
family, her security, and most all, her happiness. 


She thought back to the memory game and now desperately tried to conjure up 
all her memories. She needed to capture and confine these precious remnants of joyful 
times. The mind was apt to carelessly throw away such priceless gems without heed to 
the heart in order to rid some of its seemingly endless weight of life moments. She 
would not and could not let such a selfish creature snatch all she had left. She sat there, 
recalling and remembering as a rickety boat arose from the horizon. 
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My World 
Ashley Caveda 


The sky becomes crowded with despondent clouds— 
and I think— 

if this were my world, 

it wouldn’t be so gray. 


Heart-wrenching raindrops pound on my window— 
and I know— 

if this were my world, 

it wouldn’t feel so heavy. 


The mist swirls, blurring my vision— 

and I realize that some men never find their way through the gloom— 
but if this were my world, 

those stories would be fairytales. 


The world would be safer, 
And things wouldn’t always be so hard, 
And just maybe it wouldn’t hurt so much to love someone who didn’t love you back. 


A steady drizzle runs unnoticed down my face— 
and I wonder— 

if this were my world, 

would I still need to sigh so often? 


“Crooked Tooth Smile” By Kenny Kline 


My World 
Megan Danalds 


My world. 

My world? 

I don’t know what my world is. 
No, it’s too soon to tell what it is. 
But, I do know what it isn’t. 


I don’t live in a rich housing addition. 
Where all the houses look the same. 

I don’t wear Tommy Hilfiger, Aeropostale, or Abercrombie and Fitch. 
The “‘in-crowd” clothes. 

Idon't have : boyfriend. Don’t let that get me down though. 
Guess they just don’t like me. Nope, not me. 

I don’t hang with the “in-crowd”. = Workin’ hard. 

They don’t like me either. 


“Mineral” 
By Alex Redding 


Stayin’ outta drugs. 

Stayin’ outta trouble. 

Ha, I’m even a virgin. (Is that even possible 
in this day and age?) 

Obviously it is. 


“Pink Flowers” By Anna Hake 


Nope, I don’t let that get me down. 
Not me. 

Not ever. 

Now, see, I do know something. 

That we’re born into a world we can’t 
necessarily control. 

But we can control our fate and our future. 
And that’s just what I’m doing. 

Don’t feel a bit sorry fro myself. 
Tough times end. 

Tough people don’t. 


God Must Have known... 
For Andrew 
Sean M. McKinley 


God must have known there would be times 
We’d need a word of cheer. 
Someone to praise a triumph 

Or brush away a tear. 
He must have known we’d need to share 
The joy of “Little Things.” 
In order to appreciate 
The happiness life brings. 
I think he knew our troubled hearts 
Would sometimes throb with pain. 
At trials and misfortunes 
Or goals we can’t attain. 
He knew we’d need the comfort 
Of an understanding heart. 
To give us strength and courage 
To make a fresh new start. 
He knew we’d need companionship, a 
Unselfish ... lasting ... true. “Shocking Patterns of Arson” 


So God answered our hearts great need. By Jeremy Weiks 
With a wonderful friend like you. 
arth One Da 
From your loving friends, Kimberly een 


Matt & Sean 


Wel d we'll forget you. 
este het epee ges reer a mee epi raoles day the world will be right 


Some day there’ll be no reason to fight 

One day people will see 

All the pain they’ ve caused me 

You have no clue 

What you do 

Because you’ll never see me cry 

You can’t see the inside 

Some day III be alright; 

One day, but not tonight. 

Some day Ill make a fresh start. 

One day I’Il find my cold black heart. 

Some day I'll make amends, 

Say “sorry” to family and friends, 

Open myself up and then, 

Make some changes and begin again. 

Some day Ill be fine, 

But not in this lifetime. 

| One day we’ll respect each other. 
“Hinge” By Brittany Wahl Everyone will be sisters and brothers. 

One day the world will be right, 

Some day, but not tonight. 


Enlighten 
Joe Celizic 


There was once a little boy named John. Every day John would play in the park, 
glad and without cares. He would slide down the slide and swing on the swings. The 
park was always alive with flowers, trees and beautiful doves that all of the people took 
for granted. John would run in this park with a smile, laughing pleasantly in the sweet 
air underneath the glorious sun. He was free and overwhelmed with joy. One day, as he 
danced through the perfectly green grass, he came across a small white object lying on 
the ground. Out of youthful curiosity, he gave it a closer inspection, bending down on 
his tiny knees. He reached out with his small stubby fingers and lifted up a dove. The 
dove had two broken wings and was unable to fly in the sweet air underneath the 
glorious sun, and John pitied it. He took it home and aided the dove, but the bird seemed 
much too sick to save. John made it a bed and fed it just the same. He spent everyday 
caring for the pretty white bird and started to talk to it, naming it Pete. For he first time 
in his life, John began to love another living being. Soon the dove began to recover and 
John took special care of its wings, so that it would fly again someday. Days turned into 
weeks, and weeks into months, until finally Pete could flutter his wings. One day, John 
looked out of his window and saw the other doves flying in the sweet air underneath the 
glorious sun, then he watched as his dove flapped its wings with the same intensity. That 
afternoon, John walked through the perfect green grass carrying Pete in one hand. He 
stroked the top of the dove’s head one last time and whispered the word “Goodbye’’. 
John released the bird up into the sky and Pete flew through the sweet air underneath the 
glorious sun, joining the other doves in a harmonious flight of bliss. John’s eyes watered 
as he watched his dove mingle in the crowd until he could no longer distinguish which 
one was Pete. He sat down on a rock and placed his head in his hands as tears dripped 
slowly down his cheeks. John looked at the crowds of smiling and laughing children as 
they frolicked in the park just as he had frolicked once. He considered joining them in 
their play, but he realized that he no longer desired that sensation. John now felt it was 
silly and valueless to spend one’s time playing in the park, running and laughing without 
cares, for he now cared very much. As he watched the children, he saw their smiles, and 
John began to smile as well. His smile was different, however, for the children smiled 
because they were playing, breathing the sweet air. John smiled because he noticed how 
sweet the air really was, and because he knew how he was going to spend his time 


underneath the glorious sun. 


My Story (A Life of Change) 
Kimberly Bratten 


When I was a child, I was innocent and sweet. 
Life was fairly happy and I was upbeat. 

I would play with dolls and watch Care Bears, 
Never knowing how life was unfair. 

As I grew up, I saw ugliness and sin. 

I watched myself hide the pain within. 

Through torture I found relief: 

Using blades to cut my skin and release my grief. 
I cried tears to no end, 

Desperately seeking a guiding friend. 

Then one day an angel from above 

Came down to help me and teach me love. 

Now the sun shines brightly for me 

And I am as happy as one could expect to be. 
There are days when I am blue, 

But I just smile and think of you. 

My life is like the Earth’s revolution, 

Changing from luxury to destitution. 

Each day is new experience, a new lesson in living. 
I’m learning about love, trust, passion, and giving. 


Cleansed 
Joe-Celizic 


What is desire? 

A curse most times 
One that corrupts 
my thoughts 


What is love? 

A puzzle most times 
It often leaves 

me lost 


What is sorrow? 


<x a 


| esi A shower most times 
“Knee Deep In Patriotic Glory” I use it to wash 
By Nathan Gatchell me off. 


Happy Butterflies 
Keara Buirley 


Happy Butterflies 

Tormented Soul 

So beautiful with brilliant colors 

You will see 

Can’t you see the happiness? 

Look 

So quiet always showing the best side 

Taking your soul away 

Never pessimistic 

Trapping it 

They look at you and see beauty 

Blocking it in 

Hear their harmonic voices? 

Did you not feel the blood dripping upon your soul? 
They call asking you to join them 

Can’t you hear the screams? 

Join them; your happy faces will soon melt away 
Couldn’t you see the truth of it? 

To reveal the hate and pain life brings 


“Intensity” By Jing Jing Wang 


Great Light 
Amber Perez 


Great light, 
show yourself forever 


blind me with something more than 
this 

don’t go 

and leave me in a depressed darkness 


never 


Allow me to bathe myself 
in tears of joy 
Help me to breathe warm air 


Blessed to have a day like this 
at a time so rare 


As you turn the clouds 
a passionate pink and orange 
I know you won’t leave me behind 


és 


y Anna Hake 


“Tulips” B 


A memory of where I long to be 
left engraved in my mind. 


““Samsonite-I was way off.” By Carmen Duvall 


When I See 
Joe Celizic 


I see them holding... 

hands as they walk and I see how much he loves her beautiful 

smile and golden hair that falls so perfectly after she laughs and it 

shines when I watch her subtly angelic face that weakens him when 

I see them holding... 

hands and they are so close and perfect together as they kiss and 

love each other with their eyes as if to make up for all of the lonely 

episodes one can experience and dwell on at home in the dark or when 

I see them holding... 

hands tightly and they will never let go as if to isolate themselves from 

me and my obsessive presence that must last for eternity as they become 
aware of my intrusive starts that only prolongs my suffering that I cause when 
I see them holding... 

hands and I am consumed by the destructive feelings of rejection and 

envy that puts the most miserable of evil thoughts in my miniature heart that 
breaks every time I realize how much I love her but I only feel that way when 
I see them holding hands. 


‘Hour Glass” By Alex Redding 


“New York” By Brett Jacquay 
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